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Good breeding is the blossom of good sense;            470
The last result of an accomplisht mind,
With outward grace, the body's virtue, join'd.
A violated decency, now, reigns;
And Nymphs for failings take peculiar pains.
With Indian^ painters modern toasts agree,              475
The point they aim at is deformity:
They throw their persons with a hoydon-air
Across the room and toss into a chair.
So far their commerce with mankind is gone,
They, for our manners, have exchanged their own.  480
The modest look, the castigated grace.
The gentle movement, and slow measur'd pace,
For which her lovers dy'd, her parent's pay d,
Are indecorums with the modern maid.
Stiff forms are bad, but let not worse intrude,          485
Nor conquer art, and nature, to be rude.
Modern good-breeding carry to its height.
And lady D-----self will be polite.
Ye rising fair! ye bloom of Britain's isle!
When high-born Anna21 with a soften'd smile,          490
Leads on your train, and sparkles at your head,
What seems most hard, is not to be well-bred.
Her bright example with success pursue.
And all, but adoration, is your due.
But adoration! give me something more,               495
Cries, Lyce** on the borders of threescore;
Nought treads so silent as the foot of Time:
Hence we mistake our autumn for our prime;
*Tis greatly wise to know, before we're told,
The melancholy news, that we grow old.                  50,0
Autumnal Lyce carries in her face,